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SONNET

MADE  UPON  THE  GROVES  NEAR MERLOU  CASTLE

You well-compacted groves,, whose light and shade,

Mix'd equally, produce nor heat nor cold,

Either to burn the young or freeze the old,
But to one even temper being made,
Upon a green embroidering through each glade                 5

An airy silver and a sunny gold,

So clothe the poorest that they do behold
Themselves in riches which can never fade;

While the wind whistles, and the birds do sing,
While your twigs clip, and while the leaves do friss,         10

While the fruit ripens which those trunks do bring,

Senseless to all but love, do you not spring
Pleasure of such a kind as truly is
A self-renewing vegetable bliss ?

TO THE C[OUNTESS] OF DfORSET?]

SINCE in your face, as in a beauteous sphere,

Delight and state so sweetly mix'd appear

That love 's not light, nor gravity severe,
All your attractive graces seem to draw
A modest rigour keepeth so in awe,                           5

That in their turns each of them gives the law.

Therefore, though chaste and virtuous desire
Through that your native mildness may aspire,
Until a just regard it doth acquire,

Yet if love thence a forward hope project,                10

You can, by virtue of a sweet neglect,

Convert it straight to reverend respect.

Thus, as in your rare temper, we may find

An excellence so perfect in each kind,

That a fair body hath a fairer mind;                           15

So all the beams you diversely do dart,
As well on th* understanding as the heart,
Of love and honour equal cause impart.